68                 TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
for great deeds done there, and my lazy brain caught
once more the half-forgotten thrill and inspiration of
the ancient classics.
I watched the sun set in a clear sky, a blaze of fierce
colours quenched suddenly to soft tints, and then the
purple night sweep up moonless and profound set deep
with a myriad stars ; while the islands became dim
shapes veiled behind darkness.
Sea and sky and land were rich with colours and
beauties so exquisite that even the honeyed full-mouthed
phrases of Homer seemed inadequate. They left the
aching indefinable sadness that is an integral part of all
great beauty.
The ship passed the narrow Canal of Corinth, skirted
the barren coast of Attica, rounded the island of Salamis,
and so came into the hot bleak port of Piraeus. From
there I took a car and set out for Athens.
For so great a setting modern Athens is a little mean
town. Above it, almost, as it were, isolated, stood the
Acropolis in its unrivalled beauty. At that moment
the town was alive and throbbing with vitality, energy
and the enthusiasm of the victory. Greece was strain-
ing upwards to become great. But the more I saw, the
less I believed in her greatness. She was living on
the froth of excitement that is all bubbles that burst
easily. The ability to organize and the instinct to rule
were not there. Words were more plentiful than effi-
ciency. I saw that despite the show of vitality the
Greeks were little better than the Turks. I had visited
the Greek prisons and found them as foul as those of
Stambul. That at Patras was full of political prisoners